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Irving, at least I would insist on making it
known to Ellen Terry's son. Two or three
times I began cAt Bradford5 or 'When I saw
Ellen Terry as Portia' or 'You wouldn't of
course have known Unna/ cYes, yes/ mur-
mured Craig and continued to expound
with an echo of that voice that I still heard
crying:
My Lord Bassanio, you see me where I stand.
'Yes, yes/ he said and listened not at al!5
thinking no doubt of his mother with
avaricious tenderness, and also a little pre-
occupied with the speech which he was
shortly to make.
But I had my revenge. For while he was
speaking eloquently and gracefully on the
future of the theatre I brooded on its past.
And, I thought, since it is an Old Brad-
fordian dinner, and since Ellen Terry's son
is here, why shouldn't I at last unburden my
soul? I will, and I did when my turn came,
For, I said, that I had waited twenty years
to tell the world how I had first seen Henry
Irving and Ellen Terry play The Merchant.
Since Irving had magnificently ended his
great days at Bradford might I not, in the
presence of Ellen Terry's son, tell my story?
i waited for no permission.
You have not forgotten, I said to the
Bradfordians, the Old Theatre Royal, nor
how the queues for the pit used on great